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We jumped down into the middle of a busy street, but
those who saw us looked the other way. We were appar-
ently burglars, and no one interfered with such people in
Stambul unless paid to do so.

I thought, This is indeed a miracle ! For weeks, months,
years we have schemed and hoped : we have made many
plans : this very evening we have attempted two and
failed to execute them, but now we have succeeded by
the simplest means : the way has been made clear for us :
God said, " Let there be light/' and the light has come
into our minds. . . .

We crossed the tramway lines unmolested, dived into a
passage leading down hill, and ran.

We had no doubt that our escape would soon be
reported all over Constantinople. We ran on without stop-
ping, avoiding main streets and police posts until we
reached the Old Bridge across the Golden Horn. Here we
decided to separate for the time, so that If one of us was
caught by the toll-keepers the other could still make good
his escape. But the toll-keepers took their tribute without
demur. They cared nothing about British prisoners.

Crossing, we turned right-handed, passed behind the
American Ambassador's yacht Scorpion at her berth near
the Turkish Admiralty, and went up into the European
quarter. In Pera we were safe.